not to regret that about six years ago when I moved into a smaller house
in London I burned a great many of my old diaries with other un-
movable rubbish, yet J find myself yearning for them as I try to summon
up remembrance of things past.
Well, it must be "now or never", I said in this year of my stage jubilee
when I was urged to write my reminiscences. I consented, and then
began to feel frightened. I knew much would be expected of me because
I had had an eventful life, and known many of the most distinguished
men and women of my time. My fifty years on the stage alone supplied
enough material for fifty books, for each of those years had been full
of incident. The difficulty was that as I looked back, I could not see
my experiences spread out in bold relief. They stretched away from me
in a dim perspective with my birth as the vanishing point.
How was I to begin? That was another difficulty! Fortunately it was
eased by the remark of a friend who was helping me to arrange the
material. "Begin at the beginning. What is the first thing you remember?
Write that down as a start."
Once I had acted on this simple and practical suggestion, I felt happier
about my task* The clearness and definiteness of that first memory en-
couraged me. If I could describe it, why not other memories less remote?
So I began the story of my life. I have told it faithfully according to
my light, keeping in mind Othello's words: "Nothing extenuate, nor
write down aught in malice." I have been helped in my researches by
many kind people. I thank them all, and especially those who have
allowed me to publish some of their letters to me.
ELLEN   TERRY